pz TheTragedy of Ot\it\[o 

Otbt Whatvoyceis this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 

I that amcruell,am yet merciful!, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, — - fo,fo. 

Em. What ho,my Lord, my Lord. 

0th, Who’s there ? 

Em. O good my LordJ’defpeake a word with you. 

0th. Y eSjtis Emillia, hy and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like fhe comes to fpeake of Cafsios de&th j 
The noyfe was here ; ha, no more mouing, 

Still as the graue: fhallfhecomein? were’tgood ? 

I thinkefhe ftirres againe; no,what*sthe beft ? 

If fhe come in.fhce’ll fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wife, my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable : O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doe befeech you I may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
0/h, I had forgot thee ; O come in EmiHui. 

Soft,by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, £»r.Emil. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now.^ 

Em. O my good Lord , yonder’s foule murders done^ 

0th. What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

0th. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth, then fhe was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsto my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian, 

Cal’d Roderigo. 

0th. Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild ? 

Em. NojCi^w isnotkild. 

0th. Not Cafsio kild,then murders out of tune. 

And fweete reuenge growesharfh. 

Def. O falfly,fainy murdered- 
Em. O Lord, what cry is that ? 

0th. That? what? 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladyes voyce. 


Helpe, 
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T'he afTifoore of V enice. 

Helpe, helpe,ho helpe, O Lady fpeake againe, 

Svveete Defdemona,0 fweete Miftrefle fpeake. 

J)ef. A guildeffe death I die. 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

J)cf. Nobody,! my felfe,far-cwell : 

Commend me to my kindeLord,0 farewell. (he dies. 

0th. Why, how fhould fhe be murdered? 

Em. Alas,whoknowes? 

0th. You heard her fay,herfelfe, it was not I. 

Em. She fayd fo,I muft ncedes report a truth. 

0th, She’s like a Iyer, gone to burningHell, 

Twas I that kild her. 

Em. Ojthe more Angell fhe. 

And you the blacker diuell. 

0th. She turn’d to folly,and fhe was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

0th. She was falfc as water. 

Em. Thou as rafh as fire, 

To fay that fhe was falfe .• O fhe was heauenN true. 

0th. Cafsio did top her, aske thy husband 'fe, 

0 1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed,vpon iuft grounds. 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

0th. Thy husband. 

Em, That fhe was falfe to wedlockc? 

0th. I, with Cafsio: nay,had fhe bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another world, 

Of one intire and perfeft C rifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

0th. Ijtwashethattoldmefirft, 

An honed man he is,acid hates the flime, 

That dicks on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband ? 

0th. What needes this iteration ? woman, I fay thyhusband. 
Ew. If he fay fo ,may his pernicious foule 
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